
When I learned that the focus of the 2022 Antigua and Barbuda conference was to be the 

Global Black struggle, just as I was reading the final third of global anthology New Daughters of 

Africa, it felt like a sign. I was moved to share this book. It is not limited to struggle nor to 

Antigua-Barbuda. It is about the Black experience globally, women in particular, including 

Caribbean women. As such, the title of my paper is “The New [Caribbean] Daughters of Africa: A 

Review Focused on Caribbean Women’s Voices in New Daughters of Africa”. 

New Daughters of Africa – all roughly 800 pages and 200 women writers of African descent of it 

– was published in March 2019 in the UK (Myriad) and US (Harper Collins). A new Penguin 

edition landed in summer 2022. This landmark anthology, a sequel to the seminal Daughters of 

Africa, published 25 years before it, both edited by Margaret Busby, a UK resident with roots in 

both Africa and the Caribbean, has in the time since its publication been nominated for an 

NAACP Image Award for literature and received many positive reviews. 

The Financial Times praised its “conversations about culture, love, inheritance and more”;  

Guardian Arts Nigeria described it as “a great literary assembly…reconstructing perceptions 

about Africa and her women, celebrating African women in literature and showcasing the 

dazzling range of their work”; and it goes on like that, Sydney to Trinidad. Caribbean critic 

Professor Selwyn Cudjoe said, “It is a literary tour-de-force that must be read slowly and 

savoured.” The UK’s Times Literary Supplement said the anthology “brings these works into 

dialogue with one another” and that’s a fitting jumping off point for my exploration of the 

Caribbean content in this thick tome. 

Including Busby, I count 21 writers with (English, French, or Spanish) Caribbean roots in New 

Daughters of Africa. American writer Naomi Jackson, born in the 1980s to an Antiguan father, is 

among them – a fact I mention because she is one of only two writers in the book from Antigua 

and Barbuda or its diaspora; her mother is from Barbados and the book excerpted (p. 689), The 

Star Side of Bird Hill, is set in Barbados. Full disclosure, I am the other Antiguan and Barbudan 

writer in the collection, my story “Evening Ritual” (p. 528) in the section of the book for writers 

born in the 1970s (the book , spanning over 100 years of writing, is organized by writers’ 

decade of birth). 

There are 39 Caribbean born writers (again English, French, Spanish) in New Daughters. 

Caribbean here includes Guyana, located in South America, but historically, geopolitically, and 

culturally part of the Caribbean Community; as well as British overseas territory Bermuda and 

US territories Puerto Rico and the Virgin Islands which are also located in and/or culturally 

connected to the Caribbean.  

With the exception of Naomi Jackson, the focus of my paper will be the works of 19 baan yah 

lib yah Caribbean contributors, i.e. writers who were born in the Caribbean and (to the best of 

my knowledge) live still or lived (if they have passed on) in the region. I do this not to exclude – 

I count the entire Caribbean diaspora as Caribbean but 1, to make it manageable as this book 
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and even this sub-group is quite expansive and 2, to see what literary conversations are 

happening inside the house. 

While categorizing, I was reminded of how many of our writers left the region, often as children 

(usually via the UK) or as young adults seeking educational opportunities (many via the US); 

even some of the 19 resident writers I will focus on at one time or other lived outside of the 

region. There’s a conversation to be had there. There is, as well, a resonance with younger me, 

wondering how I could be this thing I dreamed of being, a writer, while remaining here – a 

question I am still trying to answer.  

It makes sense that a fair number of the Caribbean writers in this collection who have moved 

overseas tend to focus on leaving home and adjusting to life where they have landed. For those 

a generation or more removed from home, it is often about trying to find their Caribbean self or 

just the Caribbean.  

In Naomi Jackson’s The Star Side of Bird Hill novel excerpt (p. 689) about 16-year-old Dionne 

and her younger sister spending time “back home” (p. 689) with her maternal grandmother in 

Barbados, there is significant cultural contrast between her life in Caribbean-abundant 

Brooklyn and the Caribbean-self. In this coming of age tale, tracking the divergence between 

Dionne’s past and future selves, amidst themes of gender and sexual awakening, there is a gap 

between small island narrowness and big city possibilities. This gap is arguably not as stark in 

reality but in the context of the story, it proves un-leap-able. 

“I guess I never thought I had a choice,” said Trevor, the island boy Dionne rendezvous with, 

when she asked if he really wanted to be a reverend. He added, “It’s not like in the States…Here 

on the hill, who you are is who your people have been.” (p. 692) Dionne realizes then that there 

can never be anything “substantial” between her and Trevor and she chooses to have sex with 

him knowing that that’s all it can be. 

“When they were done, Dionne took her panties in one hand and her new Bible in the other 

and let the breeze when it came touch her where Trevor had been.” (p. 692) 

I shared that last symbolically-rich image, in part because of how nature is used there – subtle 

personification making the breeze feel alive, as nature does in a fair amount of Caribbean 

literature. 

Nature is a restorative ally in Meta Davis Cumberbatch’s poem “A Child of Nature (Negro in the 

Caribbean)” – a poem at once joyful and defiant. It’s worth nothing that Trinidad-and-Tobago-

born Cumberbatch lived from 1900 to 1978, most of that time in her adopted country of the 

Bahamas, where, per her bio in New Daughters, she was known as ‘Mother of the Arts’ (p. 25). 

So this is not a contemporary piece.  

It is a piece that speaks of the fraught history of Black people in the Caribbean – through 

slavery, colonialism, and though the poem is before now, the global Black struggle today – 

while leaning heavily in to nature imagery (to an almost idyllic degree). “I roam the fields, pluck 



the flowers,/Spend with nature happy hours,/Bare my body to the sun,/Share its rays. Leap and 

run” (P. 25). That said, the poem is not disconnected from reality. “I live, I love, I laugh, I 

sorrow” (p. 25) But nature is presented in the poem, as it is in life, as an antidote that 

rejuvenates. “I toil, I labour for my bread./For shelter for my weary head./Yet lazing under a 

shady tree/I feel the world belongs to me!” (p. 25-26) There is a sense of ownership of space 

coming through, that is a privilege of being home, even with classism and all the other isms. I 

say nature is an ally because it is not at all passive. “Nature is to me quite kind./The air, the sky, 

the land, the sea,/Fruits in season are all there for me./The moon, it shines and lights my way” 

(p. 25). 

With that last image of the moon, I find myself thinking of how it lit the way through every 

iteration of us in this land – we have all looked at this moon, it has lit our way forward. 

Moving forward to a writer born in the 1940s (specifically 1942), who I learned died in 2019, we 

come up on Guyanese activist Andaiye and her essay, “Audre, There’s Rosemary, That’s for 

Remembrance – for Audre Lorde 1992 ” (p. 45). The titular Audre, well known in her own right, 

is American of Caribbean descent. It is a moving essay of a real life relationship – between 

women.  

“And so began my friendship with Audre Lorde, around the sharing of the fear of living with, 

perhaps dying from, cancer. She wrote often, mostly on cards.” (p. 46) 

While it touches on things that are broken in Caribbean institutions, on Caribbeanness (who 

we are and how we be), and on powerlessness in the midst of a health crisis, Andaiye’s article 

is primarily about sisterhood (just one of the ways in which it is gender-themed).  

“I remember…people coming in, the women breaking the silence of awkwardness by asking me 

what I needed washed or ironed or bought for the hospital; the men, not socialized into 

housework, having nothing to break the silence.” (p. 45-46) 

Powerlessness of another kind is at play in Barbara Jenkins’ “A Perfect Stranger”. The 

Trinbagonian began her writing career in her 70s after retiring from the teaching profession and 

quickly accumulated a bevy of prizes and small handful of acclaimed publications.  I’ve found 

her short stories to be tinged with a particular Caribbean-ness even when, in the case of this 

charged and charming meet-cute, her protagonist finds herself far from home. 

“The first time I saw your face, the world I knew before fell away. I closed my eyes to capture 

your image, to hold it behind my eyelids, to gaze at it inside my head.” (p. 73) 

Barbara’s descriptions are never cliché – even in a love story; and her stories are never just one 

thing. The characters meet in the bath room of a dorm in the UK when the female protagonist, 

a Caribbean co-ed, is feeling lonely and displaced, a feeling heightened by a pillow fight 

triggered by “the good-natured teasing about how awkwardly I was coping with the 

strangeness around me” (p. 74) by people from home. This story certainly calls to mind the 

experiences of many Caribbean young adults who had to go away for education or other 



opportunities, who may have suffered similar feelings of “being away from anyone who 

belonged to me” (p. 74). While not a usual topic for a resident Caribbean writer, it makes sense 

for Barbara who spent years living in the UK.  

Because Barbara will gyaap a side door rather than making the obvious entry to a story, this 

one begins when one of the young loves has grown old and the other has passed on, or as 

Barbara put it, “one, past the best-before age of three-score and ten; and the other, crystallised 

dust in a jar, lying in a teak box on the dressing table.” This dry wit mixed with a certain 

poignancy is part of the referenced Caribbean-ness in her writing.  

The story ends when characters first meet and he sits with her in the bathroom through her 

moment of crisis. He asks, “Are you going to be all right now?” and she answers “Yes.” (p. 75) 

It is a Black Caribbean love story – and in the struggle, that can be resistance; especially when 

within that wrapping of loving and yes losing that love to time, is a story of belonging. 

Angela Barry is Bermudian and her story “Without Prejudice” (p. 107) is also set in England, 

unsurprising as she lived more than 20 years overseas, including the UK. Her story has no 

obvious Caribbean connection – she lived in several African countries and her characters begin 

as migrants from the continent, a family disconnected from each other and dislocated from 

home, struggling so much economically that placing a child temporarily in the foster care 

system seems sensible. That child, adopted in to a British family, lost all contact with her 

original family, and we meet her as an adult alienated from herself, even from her own 

memories. The trauma of her forgotten past is unlocked by story’s end. And the character’s 

healing begins, with her looking at the hand of her adult niece whom she is meeting for the first 

time, “the hand that was so much like her own” (p. 112) 

This story is the immigrant experience, through the prism of family, loss, class, and privilege. 

And it’s not like family, loss, class, and privilege aren’t part of the Caribbean story, overseas and 

here.    

Like Angela, Bahamian poet Marion Bethel – also an attorney, a scholar, a filmmaker among 

other things – is in the section made up of writers born in the 1950s. She too is much-travelled 

and her three poems (two of which are “We were Terrestrial Once, Maybe” and “Of Cowrie 

Shells & Revolution”) immerse themselves in nature, culture, and the arts as they explore 

connection with another, with Africa, with Nina Simone, and with the Black experience. 

“You hold down those jazz & blues keys/until the dogs stop snapping & snarling/and until the 

water hoses run dry” (p. 120) – I know we recognize that imagery from “Nina 1984 (Ronnie 

Scott’s Jazz Club)” from visuals of the American civil rights battle branded in to our collective 

psyche as Black people. 

Carolyn Cooper’s newspaper column was a highlight of my reading week while a student at the 

University of the West Indies (as one of her students, no less) with its deep dives in to slices of 

Caribbean life (through their socio-cultural lens of gender), often with humour, and with its 



unapologetic use of the Jamaican patois – I kind of wish New Daughters had included a 

Jamaican patois translation of “Finding Romance Online in 2018” (p. 133). But the piece, which 

I’m categorizing as creative non-fiction, delivers all the commentary (re class and efforts to 

connect) and humor I’ve come to expect from Cooper’s pen in its take on modern dating. 

“Another young man told me with great self-assurance that I wouldn’t have to worry about 

going out with him to social events. As he put it, ‘Me know when fi keep my mouth shut.’” (p. 

134) 

I use the descriptor modern deliberately as I believe the more the collection moves in to the 

present, among writers based in the Caribbean, we start to get a very modern lived-in take on 

life in the Caribbean – the beautiful, complicated, connectedness of it.  This funny tale of 

modern dating in a Caribbean space being an example of that. 

In fact, as Cooper herself says musing on an American professor ending their “conversation” on 

realizing she was well known, even in rural areas, “The professor could have come up with a 

better excuse. In the age of the internet and cell phone, connectivity across all media is the 

norm.” (p. 134) 

This is not to say that in this more modern writing, there doesn’t continue to be engagement 

with the past; past is present as they say. It is there in Bahamian poet Patricia Glinton-

Meicholas’ “Remembering, Re-membering” –  

“My name was scraped from the register/of the griot’s tongue/and fed to sharks, whose 

memory is short except for blood…call me yours again/re-member me.” (p. 160-161) 

“Slavery Redux” –  

“year-round junkanoo/will forge us new chains and manacles/with small hope of 

emancipation.” (p. 161) 

 and “Woman Unconquerable” –  

“here I am/refusing reduction… I ain’t going nowhere/this land and me is one” (p. 162, 164)  

Across these pieces, past is a part of the ongoing present whether touching on loss of ancestral 

home, the need to connect, neo-colonialism, or gender. 

Cuban writer Zuleica Romay Guerra’s non-fiction contribution “Something about me” (p. 187) 

also tackles slavery and colonialism as influencers of contemporary issues with Blackness and 

liberation in response to criticism of colourism in Cuba. ‘“Forty six years of revolution cannot 

erase 400 years of slavery,” I replied’ (p. 187). In making the point that the past continues to 

inform the present, she shares a personal family history that begins with her childhood bedtime 

memories of her great grandmother “begging loudly not to be beaten”. Slavery ended in Cuba 

in 1886. Her great (not great-great) grandmother’s Alzheimer-riddled mind was throwing her 

back to the slave barracks where she spent her childhood.  



“The strange words, fragments of a forgotten language, fall off the tongue of my ninety-seven 

year old mother” (p. 193), writes Marina Salandy Brown in “Lost Daughter of Africa” (p. 193).  

Editor Margaret Busby in her introduction to the in-production, at this writing, October 2022, 

German abridgement of New Daughters categorized this non-fiction piece among entries 

defined by “the binding thread of what mothers pass on consciously or otherwise.”  

A Trinbagonian perhaps best known for shepherding the Bocas lit fest for its first 10 years, 

Salandy Brown tells a somewhat unusual tale of mixed race grandparents who – during the 

days of Empire, when such things were possible within British territory – migrated to Nigeria for 

work and had their daughters there before returning to Trinidad where the Hausa-language 

they spoke was suppressed. 

“…in this British colony…the King’s English had to be the standard, and an African language was 

especially unacceptable” (p. 195).  

Their time in Africa became an unspoken secret until – as with Guerra’s tale, age loosened 

Salandy Brown’s mother’s tongue.  

Her mother, whom she related, had as a child, felt the burn of colourism especially after her 

parents went to Venezuela to work during the Great Depression of the 1930s leaving their 

daughters with family. 

“Her younger, very pale-skinned sisters soon recognized that they were more valued, and 

mother learned of cruelty, becoming their Cinderella.” (p. 196) 

The horror of it all created a split between her surface and subterranean self. 

“This beloved but lost daughter learned that she needed guile to divert the worst of her 

suffering: she resorted to telling untruths when necessary and hiding her real thoughts and 

feelings…” (p. 196) 

The impact of history and its isms of race, colour, class on women in particular is brought in to 

sharp focus by Jamaican social historian Verene A. Shepherd in another non-fiction article, 

“Historicizing Gender-Based Violence in the Caribbean” (p. 206). 

She writes how “under African enslavement, women’s bodies became the site of power 

contestation.” (p. 208) and interrogates “What fed this violence in the past and propelled it into 

our present?” (p. 208).  

Indeed, the article connects the “rape, sexual exploitation, verbal abuse, physical violence, 

threats, cruel and inhumane treatment and general female unfreedom” (p. 206) experienced by 

Black women in plantation times (i.e. “a slave society that was characterized by racism, 

ethnocentrism, classism and discrimination against women in both field and house”, p. 208) 

and gender based violence today. Some might balk, suggesting it’s a false equivalency. But the 

through line is power, its relationship to violence, and the systemic gender hierarchy.    



Yvonne Denis Rosario is Puerto Rican and her trippy New York library set “the roach and the rat 

at the library” (p. 289) – fiction or creative non-fiction in the section of the book dedicated to 

writers born in the 1960s – touches on themes of race and culture transference through story. 

“It works. You yourself affirm that more and more kids come each time.” (p. 292) 

The power of story is at play here as it is in the work of Barbados’ Karen Lord, a speculative 

writer – meaning she works in the sci fi and fantasy space while dealing with very real world 

issues, in this case politics and propaganda. Her “Cities of the Sun” (p. 344), a work of fiction, is 

all about how narratives can be crafted for purpose.  

‘“The minister’s secretary leaned forward and said, “We need a story.”’   

… 

“What would you like to tell the people?” the historian asked kindly. 

The secretary leaned forward again, but with caution, only halfway. “Tell them how we got 

here, and tell them where we’re going – ” (p. 344) 

Of course, it can also be re-purposed, and an interesting element of this tale is what it reveals 

of how story does what it does. The bulk of the text is the commissioned piece written by the 

historian. Years later, the reporter asks, 

“Did you know what you story would do? That it would change everything?” (p. 346) 

And when the historian demurs, insists, 

“…you spoke of the enemy within. You warned us about our corruption.” 

“I only used the word ‘blight’ once. Maybe twice.” 

“…Three times. It was enough.” (p. 347) 

In “Creation” Dominica born and resident Celia Sorhaindo, a poet, who lived in the UK for many 

years, says, “I wake/relieved/and know/even in silence/words will/always be/tightly 

wrapped/around me” (p. 400, “Creation”). Seems clear that, as with many writers, story, 

though the labour can be rough, helps her cope. It certainly seems to have done so in the case 

of her hurricane and post-hurricane Maria poems (the substance of her award winning 

collection Guabancex) – “In the Air” and “Survival Tips”. Poems at once raw and tragic and 

beautiful. In the specificity of her documentation of the aftermath, the humanity of people like 

her grandmother “who in her basement storeroom/had hunkered down/and knelt/her knees 

raw with prayer/the whole long lashing tail of night” (p. 400, “In the Air”) is emphasized. 

Meanwhile, the abject horror of their circumstances, the socio-economics of survival, are 

highlighted.   

 “After the hurricane/came the crazed lines for food…” (p. 401, “In the Air”) 



Poetry that does not ignore politics. 

“We have been here before…they are not our star gods.” (p. 403, “Survival Tips”). Poetry that 

injects pathos into the climate conversation – reminding that behind globalism and greed and 

what it has wrought are people, vulnerable people who often don’t get to leave and who, after, 

are left traumatized.   

In Trinidad and Tobago writer Elizabeth Walcott-Hackshaw’s “Ashes” (p. 430), two long time 

women friends meet for tea – which I can’t help but think of as a vestige from colonial times. It 

is a melancholy meeting, the women contemplating endings (divorce) and possible new 

beginnings.  “Migrating was something we were both thinking about, and we shared dreams of 

setting up houses in London, Paris, Barcelona, New York, anywhere but the Caribbean.” (p. 

432). The reason, one of them anyway, “This place can be suffocating” (p. 432). They go so far 

as to reference the book “By that Jamaica woman” (p. 432). Jamaica Kincaid is, of course, from 

Antigua and she did, in fact, write about the ways this ‘paradise’ we occupy feels like “A Small 

Place” (p. 432). 

Speaking of place, in a more contemporary way, as we move forward in to the authors born in 

the 1970s, no one digs in to the grit of modern Caribbean life quite as unblinkingly as TnT’s Lisa 

Allen-Agostini.  

“I was always a loner. Between the gangs outside, the crack selling on my corner and the 

whores drinking in the rum shop, my father always wanting to be up under me, and my mother 

always busting my ass with licks, it was best to find a little corner and hide away, keep safe. In 

school it was the same thing… I can’t wait to get away from them, from there, from that.” (p. 

448) 

Her noir-ish story “The Cook” – what they called their brown down beach hangout – was one of 

my favourites and one of the most unsettling reads in New Daughters. The girl who she quotes 

in its prologue sees modelling as her way out.  

“In Seaview, I’m just the bony, ugly black girl with big eyes and thick lips, but through the lens 

of a professional’s camera I am exotic, beautiful, sexy…I can’t wait to get off this island for 

good” (p. 448). There it is again, the desire to leave because “It’s too small here” (p. 448). 

And she’s not wrong about the bad energy, nor is one of the voices in the multi-voice fiction 

who describes the hate directed at the girl as self-hate. 

Allen-Agostini has, since “The Cook”, been shortlisted for the Women’s Prize for Fiction (UK) for 

The Bread the Devil Knead – that shortlisting an amazing feat for a Caribbean-based writer. The 

blueprint was there in the way this story unflinchingly illustrates how unsafe it can be for Black 

girls who dare to think too much of themselves, even in self-defense. #existingwhileaBlackgirl 

“She did tall and thin and black and she head did plait up in false hair hanging down all by she 

bottom and she did look like a magazine model or a girl in a nastiness picture on the TV not the 



white people nastiness with them blonde white girl with fake breast but black people nastiness 

with big bottom woman and man with wood like chair foot except she wasn’t no fat woman she 

did thin and hard but she bottom did fat the only fat thing on she except for she mouth she 

mouth she mouth she had them thick rude lips and I hold she neck and squeeze and squeeze 

and stuff wood in she mouth force open them rude lips till she choke” (p. 451). 

Violence the intersection of race and imperialism are also at play in Puerto Rican writer Yolanda 

Arroyo Pizarro’s fiction “Midwives (fragment)” (p. 460). 

It announces its intent to create a counter narrative. 

 

“To the historians, for leaving us out 

… 

Here we are again… 

… 

refusing to be erased.” (p. 460) 

It begins with an escape and rumination on different forms of suicide – which the narrative 

announces would be better than recapture. But the self isn’t the only body harmed in this story. 

“I ...make an oath to the gods of the wind; if I am ever caught again, the children shall pay.” (p. 

461) 

A particularly foreboding pledge when we realize the protagonist – enslaved and caged (five 

times) for seeking freedom – is a midwife.  

“They underestimate us.” (p. 262) 

And when it comes to forms of resistance, infanticide, to rob bakkra of more slaves during or 

soon after the birthing process, comes at a hefty price. 

What a brutal and fascinating read. Read at your own risk. 

My story “Evening Ritual” also touches on the past and the idea of erasure but within a modern 

Caribbean setting, where one of the two main characters works at a hotel where her boss is a 

local white man.  

“At first the island rooted for him, because black or white, seeing one of their own prosper in an 

expat industry made them feel like they were inching forward from 1834.” (p. 529) 

The “at first” there an indication that something has shifted. 

Trying to re-read “Evening Ritual” from a distance, I spot themes of capitalism and corruption 

(“Politician will full dem belly but smadee ha fu work”, p. 529), Blackness, and a history in 



which “some get plantations named after them and some get…erased” (p. 532), as well as 

colonialism (“bakkra pon horseback, black man and black woman a bruk dem back”, p. 532), 

gender, family, and sisterhood. 

“Emily continued. ‘Betty got me thinking about women who didn’t have slave plantations 

named after them, you know.’ 

‘Women like us?’ Veron said.” (p. 532) 

This is a conversation between the resort waitress, Aunt Veron in her personal life, and her 

teenage niece, Emily, who, after a recent school visit to Betty’s Hope slave plantation, has taken 

an interest in history and narratives around that. The aunt admits to not understanding the 

niece (“but where this gyal come from?”) but in the cosy space of the kitchen, they care for 

each other (“a bowl of snotty dumms”, washing her wearied feet in “water more cool than 

warm but it would do”, “good story”). And they see each other and women like them across 

history in spite of erasure. 

“Veron told her the only truth she had. ‘Black woman hard fu rub out, them need some special 

eraser for that. Ent you see them?” 

… “Yeah, I see them.” (p. 532) 

Busby noted in her intro to the German abridgement of New Daughters, “[“Evening Ritual”] is 

uplifting in the course of making us think about how the past is memorialised.” 

The setting for Trinbagonian writer Attilah Springer’s encounter with the past in “Castle in the 

Sand” (p. 608) is Elmina – a fishing village in Ghana and site of one of the most renowned slave 

ports during The Triangular Trade.  

“The roar of the sea is distant as is the sun’s light. He shows us where the Governor would 

stand and select women captives to rape.” (p. 609) 

Just this revisiting of past atrocities in the place where it happened is, as many have described 

it, a traumatic experience…counterbalanced in this story as well by family and within that, 

sisterhood (i.e. the community of women). 

“My mother, Eintou, gives me guinea pepper and white rum to stabilize my Ori. I hold the seeds 

and liquid in my mouth, focusing on the heat to counter the feeling that my head is about to 

explode.” (p. 609) 

This story makes one of the most direct rebuttals against the idea of not just moving on from 

but forgetting the past. 

Attilah writes, “To those who say it is time to forget, I say that the stench of 400 years of human 

waste is unforgettable. To those who say black people should get over it, I say we need more 

than ever now to understand enslavement is real and present and as much a threat now as it 



was 170 years ago.  Some of us choose enslavement now. To material things. And people. And 

the god of someone else’s ancestors. And the drivel of politicians. And looking like someone 

else.” (p. 609)  

As she said, “it is history, but it still lives” (p. 609). She connects it directly to, in fact makes 

Elmina the symbol for, consumerism and the sweat shops and trafficked people today that feed 

it. 

Even a Caribbean writer born in the 1980s, like TnT’S Alake Pilgrim with her story “Remember 

Miss Franklin” (p. 738) touches the past, a personal past that intersects with the history of 

Black people in the Caribbean.  

‘Ma had told her once “Them caves full of ghosts, still hungry for they freedom.”’ (p. 739) 

That’s Harrison’s Cave in Barbados where the story is set. The story, which I believe takes place 

in 1928 is another of my favourites in this collection; a gently rendered yet hard hitting, 

somewhat whimsical tale.  

“One day, when he is a man with thick black hair like his father’s and solemn dark-coffee eyes, 

she hopes that he will remember the soft used pages of books, hidden in the folds of her skirt.” 

(p. 739) 

It has a domestic setting – the main character washes her marital counterpane (bedspread) 

while reflecting on the friend she played with in the caves who died in the first of the capital W 

wars. I believe but am not certain that the narrative suggests that this man, not her husband, is 

the father of her 10 year old son. There are rumblings of other things in the background, such 

as the stirrings of an independence movement. So for these and other reasons, it reads as a 

story of loss and yearning, desire and repression, resistance and freedom, and Blackness 

(example in the racism experienced by her friend in the war).  

“Others said the West Indian soldiers had to fight two war at the same time.” (p. 740)    

Gender, the aspect of it having to do with a woman’s [limited] choices, is also woven in. 

“She thinks of all the women she could have been.” (p. 741) 

The main character travels by story’s end from that yard – and, as I write that I think perhaps I 

should have said, instead of whimsical, magical because there are strains of magical realism – a 

feature of Caribbean writing – in this beautiful story.  

The story which ends this discussion of writing by resident Caribbean writers in New Daughters 

of Africa. 

Those are the resident writers in this collection, to the best of my knowledge. The collection, as 

a whole digs in to various corners of the African diaspora, spotlighting new and established 

voices; the German abridgement will include Caribbean writers from Antigua and Barbuda, 



Cuba, Guyana, Jamaica, and Trinidad & Tobago.  Self-image (“examined in numerous ways”) is 

one of the themes singled out by Busby in her German abridgement intro. This presentation on 

resident Caribbean writers also extracts the fraught history of Black people in the Caribbean 

which still impacts the present in terms of gender, class, political and other dynamics. What’s a 

bit depressing is that, though the specifics shifted through time, at no point in the timeline are 

issues related to Blackness and/or Black womanhood not an issue.  From sexual awakening to 

violence, Black love to resistance, the natural world to the vices of the modern Caribbean 

(crime to politics) the ways it can suffocate and at the same time the benign everyday lived-in-

ness of it in all its complexity – it’s not all sunsets but it’s not all sewerage either. It is life after a 

long history from which we are still emerging.  The New Daughters of Africa and several stories 

in it also underscore the enduring power of story – in fighting erasure, transferring culture, in 

defining ourselves for ourselves…as Black people…as Black women…in the Caribbean, then and 

now.  

 

 

Dedication: In acknowledgment of the vital work she did amplifying the voices of Caribbean 

women, this paper is dedicated to the memory of Bahamian writer Lynn Sweeting, founding 

editor and publisher of Womanspeak: a Journal of Art and Writing by Caribbean Women, 9 

volumes of which were produced, as she wrote, “at (her) kitchen table …in Nassau” between 

1991 and 2018. Lynn’s death was announced in 2022. 

 

By Joanne C. Hillhouse 


